RALPH    RASHLEIGH
they're likely to sneak up at us through the scrub again after
the lesson they've had/
The party thereupon sat down and finished their meal
and passed the remainder of the night unmolested.
They were afoot early the next morning, and at about ten
o'clock they were alarmed to hear the baying of several
hounds. All the men,, except Rashleigh, were aware of the
significance of this new threat to their safety. They knew
the country and knew that there was not a white man's
habitation nearer than thirty miles to where they stood.
*By God T exclaimed Smith, *the wind is blowing from the
south and that's where Bathurst lies. Those dogs are com-
ing from that direction, and they've got tracking blood-
hounds at Bathurst. Fve helped track blacks with them
myself. That's what it means: they're after us with blood-
hounds!'
The fact that the baying was growing louder lent empha-
sis to his conjecture; but all they could do was to stand ready
to meet whoever might be coming for them. They were
soon put out of their suspense by the appearance of several
mounted and well-armed men riding in the wake of blood-
hounds, and several blacks, whose hairless, scorched condi-
tion proved them to be members of the tribe who had
attacked the desperadoes the previous night.
Foxley, showing no trace of fear, watched the pursuers
approach with a scowl of bitter hatred and defiance.
'They're bloodhounds, all right,* he said; and, looking
keenly at the riders, he added, 'and, by all the devils in hel!5
there's that blasted McGuffin at the head of the party, and
the young Shannavans alongside of him.'
A desperate, fierce, fighting expression came into his eyes
and Rashleigh shrank back at the sheer brutal determination
of the man.
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